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" Amruia? Thy sister is indeed unlucky. The Feringhis are in
Amrula. Their general ^has his camp there. AmrulaJ This tale
rings not true in my ears."

He raised his "voice suddenly. A voice out of the darkness
answered. A sepoy patrol arrived at the double led by a native
officer. Delacey heard Kunaji Lai's low gasp beside him, knew a
moment of utter despair. t They were so near, so very near. And
now this. Bluff. Bluff. It was his only chance.

" Salaam, jemadar-ji. Peace be with you. But, see, my friend is
a timid man. He is frightened by all you valorous soldiers. Let us
depart in peace."

"Yea, and carry a message to the Angresi in Amrula." The
native officer laughed. " Verily, this is a tale of foolish liars."

" It is a tale of true men. We be poor and of no importance.
Who are we to know where the Angresi are and where they are not?"

That sounded genuine. It was more than possible that men from
the north of Lucknow would know nothing of the movements of
that small tempestuous British army that was thrusting northwards
with such awful rapidity. The jemadar stroked his chin; put a
string of further questions, which Delacey answered with growing
confidence: shrugged.

"Begone, then," he said at last. "But see that ye fall not into
the hands of the Fermgbis. It is said that they eat their prisoners
alive. They have no doubt eaten thy sister." He laughed heartily
at his own joke. " They are fierce and terrible people."

" Aie, jemadar sahib, do we not know it, we who have fought
outside the walls of Lucknow? We will take care to avoid them.
But my sister------"

" Shaitah fly away with thy sister," interrupted the other
impatiently: the night was cold with the searching chill of a Cold
Weather night in Northern India; " Begone, I say."

Thankfully they stumbled away, anxious only to put as much
distance as possible between themselves and this inquisitive native
patrol: and, in the deep darkness that precedes the dawn, walked
into one of the jheels, or swamps, that abound in Oudh. Excellent
places for snipe shooting, but they were not snipe shooting, and
Delacey realised with horror that if it got any deeper he ran the risk
of having the lamp-black washed from his face: and that if it was,
his life would not be worth a moment's purchase. Somehow they
struggled through, ran into another patrol, dodged it, avoided a
village. The Eastern sky was lightening, they were utterly and
completely lost. They had failed : the most obtuse sepoy was bound
to be suspicious of Delacey's streaked face, of Kunaji Lai's soiled
garments. Honest men, compelled to travel by night, keep to the